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DALZIEL. 
(ONE PENNY. 


———— 


INFLUENZA AT “THE MILDEWERIES.” 
“ Although Poor Pa has imbibed sufficient ‘ Unsweetened’ to float a small-sized navy, he has not been able to dodge the In a. His fiendish majesty 


has fized upon him one of his most tenacious grips, and now Dad spends most of his time fast asleep by the side of the fire with his feet in mustard and water. 
This same mustard and water seems to have a terrible fascination for our Twins, and the other day Boulanger-Shakebacon almost brought to a termination 
his earthly career. Ma's shrieks and the upsetting of the bath by Papa, though, saved his life, and my poor brother escaped with a severe drenching.””—Toorsir. 


TARDY THE POISONER. 


Il. 

EpmuUND Dosson, mate of the ship Cranford, after 
a long day's illness following a long night on joe had 
turned into his berth fora reireshing sleep, and slept 
about an hour and a half, when he was su denty awakened 
by dreadful shrieks from all parts of the vessel. 

Starting up with an apprehension that they had been 
boarded by pirates, he ran forward to the forecastle, where 
a horrible scene of slaughter met his sight. A man called 
Tardy and three Spaniards, who had come on board as 
passengers, had seized the ship. It will be best to give the 
story as Dobson afterwards told it in the witness-box—he, 
@ passenger, and the black cook being the only ones who 
survived the butchery: “Tardy and his accomplices first 
creeping up on deck, Tardy cut the throat of Dolliver, one 
of the seamen, when the Spaniards set up hideous cries 
which raised everybody, and as anyone came up, either 
from the cabin or forecastle, he was stabbed, A carpenter 
was the first to appear, but the blow not proving mortal a 
struggle ensued, and he was despatched with an axe. The 
captain rushed on deck, and he was at once murdered. Four 
others were stabbed to death. Mr. Robinson (part owner 
of the cargo) was supposed to have thrown himself from the 
cabin window into the sea. Deane (a sailor), who slept on 
deck, was not discovered in the darkness, and threw him- 
eelf overboard without being wounded. When in the water 


90 


he entreated that a plank, barrel or oar might be thrown out to 
support him as he was ready to sink, and those entreaties were 
seconded by Mr. Robinson, but all in vain; and they both doubt- 
leas soon were drowned. 

“In the meantime, being wounded, I had made the best of my 
way to the rigging. Tardy called to me to descend, which I refused 
to do; but as he assured me my life should be spared, I at length 
did so. In the course of the morning, after the work of destruc- 
tion had been completed, the Spaniards set up loud cries of exulta- 
tion, rolled about the deck, which, as well as the sails and rigging, 
was everywhere stained with blood, and occasionally resorted to a 
wottle of liquor placed on the hencoop, They, however, were not 
80 fer gone as to neglect the clearing away of all traces of the 
murders. They washed the deck and rigging and painted the sails 
to conceal the bloodstains. During the day ull the papers belong- 
ing to the ship were torn up and thrown overboard, the American 
flag destroyed and a Spanish one made. All the trunks belonging 
to the passengers were broken open and plundered. 

“Tardy, who was in command, informed me he wished to put 
into some port to procure fresh provisions and ship a crew, as the 
Spaniards were no sailors. [ proposed going to Norfolk, and on 
arriving in the bay the pilot boats came up and offered their ser- 
vices, which at first he declined, but I pointed out to him that his 
refusal might excite suspicion, and at last induced him to allow a 
pilot to come on board.’ 

This was 2 fatal step to take. Having come to anchor at about 
a hundred yards off the shore, Dobson, the mate, persuaded Tardy 
to allow him to prepare the boat for going ashore, and, getting 
possession of an oar while the Spaniards were alott furling the 
sails, he at once sculled away from the vessel, and, to the conster- 
nation of the gang of wretches, got safe to land. He immediately 
gave information to the authorities of the character of the ship, 
and the dreadful transactions of which it had been the scene. 

boat was at once fitted out with an ofticer and men to visit the 
ship, and seize Tardy and the rest. In the meanwhile, however, 
the wretched man foresaw the termination of his murderous career. 
He saw the vengeance of the law about to fall on him, and he 
hastened to elude his fate. Entering his cabin, and seating him- 
self upon a box filled with gold, the accumulation of his plunder, 
he put an end to his existence by cutting his throat. 

he Spaniards had not the same clear perception of the nature 
of their doom, and suffered themselves to be seized and carried on 
shore. The mate, the cook and the passenger, who had been 
spared, were witnesses at the trial, which took ace on July 16th 
1827, at Kichmond, Virginia, and the prisoners, having been foun’ 
guilty, were hanged. 

(Neat week, “ The Man who held the Candle." ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclons loose stamps, 


Quite another thing, VULCAN; Naught to do with us at all. 
rer Sunny, A. F. HELMWOOD ; Isn't it a trifle “tall”? Sorr 
that we cannot, SPORTIVE; Space we hav'n't get an inch, 
Thanks for cheery letter, TABBY. One and fourpence, SAMMY 
Fincn. Greatly to your ercdit, THOMAS; You'll improve in time, 
no doubt. ALLY picks 'em up, A READER, In his travels round 
about. Hardly up to snuff, TOBIAS. Auch too long, A READER 
Fak. Quite correct, A MasH OF TooTsiE’s; They're a most 


unhappy pair. 
—— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the Werld, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
execpted, post free: 
3 monthe, 10. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Car.!s will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at eur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA Banque, 
———_ 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the neat-of-kin of oxy Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall —— to meet 
with his or her death ina Itailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF- 
Houipay” be jound upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" is published throughout the 
United Kington every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, eepiring at 9 o'clock the 
ferlowing Wednesday morning. 
ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
During the late Frost. 

Visitor, How strangely your tea things smell. 

Mre. Hardup. Why, yes, to tell you the truth, since we have 
been frozen out we have had to do all our washing up with beer. 

Visitor, Heavens alive! how is that? 

Mrs. Hardup. Why, you see, the water costs a penny a pail 
ready money, but we get our beer gn credit, 


s 
THEY say that the hundred wives of the Eastern Emir can never 
love their lord and master, yet SLOPER knows of a case where a 
whole seraglio full died of cold during a siege saving their lord and 
master from starvation by making half a dozen dishes of macaroni 
out of their staylaces, *\° 


THE burglar's tears like streamlets ran, 
The burglar bellowed like a calf: 

“The fates confound that bold, bad man— 
He's robbed me of my better half!” 


Had Sikes’s wife, then, ta’en her trot? 

ale & Sikes had cracked, with joyous langh, 
Acrib. But of the spoil he'd got 
The “cop” had copped the better half! 


s 
Long Locked Youth, Oh, yes; editors are a lot of jackasses. I 
am perfectly sure in ny own mind there's a lot of poetry in me. 
Vaawpiostaiice Friend, H'm! well, all I can say is, you don’t 
let very much of it out. *\° 


Some girls never can speak well even of their bosom friends. 
It was unkind of Lardi to refer to Emilie Zitzpancake in her 
immortal short skirt dance as that two-legged toad-stool with lead 


pattens on. *,* 


Snipper, Do you think football is a good game for women? 

Snapper. M'yes ; but the women it is most fitted for won't play 
at it? 

Snipper. Who are they? 

Snapper. Mothers in law and rich maiden aunts. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 569,—The “Queen's Cock-Crower” Costume, 


Prize at the “Jack wants me to lend him five 
Hag J Dress Bal! quid.” * Well, write and say you don't 
Sir Walter Raleigh. know his address, and can't send it ” 


om | 


She. What did you think of the Vicar’s sermon this morning ? 
He. Excellent! Why, it eent me off to sleep in less than five minutes, 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 49.—Kingsley. 
(King’s lay.) 


“Where do you suppose you'll 
to when you aie?™ “Well, it 
can't goo no better than I can now, 
I sha'n't goo nowhere.” 


[Saturday, Merch 28, 1865, 


Master (examining jurenile class). Now then, one of you, tell me 
who was ? You, Brown ; next, next, next? What, nune of 
you know who Cesar was? 

Small Scholar (kendly). Please, sir, I know. 

Master. Well? 

Small Scholar, Our black dog what father had to shoot for 
biting the baker. *° 


“ I ALWAYS make my daughters a present of a pair of miniat, 
bell earrings directly they get any age.” “But why, my ine 
madam?” “Because I can tell then how long the farewel| 
cuddling’s lasting in the hall passage before ot night's’ said, 
I just allow ten minutes of it by my special Waterbury, and no 
more, my dears.” es 


cs 
First Friend. Hallo, old man, I thought that railway smash had 


given youa nent shock to the system. Why, you're lookin: 
a lot better when I saw you last. 

Second Friend. Yes; you see I've only just got my damages 
from the Company. *° 


JouN BARLEYCORN, my jo, John, 

When first we were uent, 

You turned my brain, ere g twain 
Adown my thorax went. 

But now, alas! my puree is light, 
For a score of pints, or so, 

1 can drink, before you make me tight, 
John Barleycorn, my jo! 

ss 


s 
The ay 6 Scandalmonger. Oh, he’s continually running after 
women. I do believe'he'd embrace polvgamy if he the chance. 

The Village Gossip. Polly Gamy! Polly Gamy ; who's she? | 


don't seem to know the name. 
ss 


s 
“Sue's neither a fairy nor a giantess, my dear old chappie. 
She's not so light that a cigarette gion would do for her swing 
sent, nor yet so heavy as to crack the tramcar seat when «he 
settles down to her penn‘orth. She has a sweetly rounded figure, 
the dear girl, and somehow or the other always reminds me of an 
orange slung in a pocket-handkerchief.” 


Futher. Tom is wretchedly improvident, 
Mother, Yes. 
Father. Yea; he actually had a giees of beer with me to-day, and 


never even took away a box of 
ss 
s 


The Master (suddenly entering kitchen). Hallo! (sniff, sniff) 
what's the meaning of all this smoke here, cook, eh? 
Cook, Oh !—er—er—I—er—it's the chimbley a-smoking, sir. 
The Master. Really! Well, all I can say is, you've been lighting 
the fire with some of my best Havannas. 
ss 


s 
Customer. 1 wonder why you don’t have better-lookin’ barmaid<’ 
Licensed Victualler. 1t doesn't pay. 
Customer. How is that? 
Licensed Victualler. Why, a fellow is twice as long drinking 1 
bitter if he’s got a pretty girl to look at. Makes it go further, don t 
you sce? *° 


THROUGH all the month of March, why wears 
The stripling such an anxious look? 
Fears he to be, for swearing swears 
Or telling falsehoods, brought to book ? 
No! As the third-month days do fly— 
At home, in playground, or in school— 
He's thinking of some scheme whereby 
To make his dad an April Fool! 
s¢ 


s 
Diner (who has waited some three-quarters of an hour). Waiter, 
that veal cutlet I ordered—— 

Waiter. Yes, sir; coming d’rectly, sir. 

Diner, Well, hurry up: it'll have grown into beef if you keep 
me much longer. *° 


Stranger. Ahem! Would you—er—er—could you—er—er— 
which ia the editor's room, piease ? 

Printer's Devil, Upstairs. Th’ next floor, and the room where 
you hear the most swearin’. *.° 


Father. My little chap has really wonderful imaginative 
faculties. I think I shall bring him "p to literature and try und 
make a novelist of him. 

Friend, Oh, don't do that ; if it’s as you say, he's evidently cut 
out for a house agent. °° 


First Goldex Youth, What's that, dear old boy? Another of 


those wretched bills, I ao 
Second Golden Youth, Gres from Boippe, tailah fellah. 


Weally, if he keeps on_pestering tne like shall have to 
twansfer my patwonage, I weally shall, 
se a 
s 
THERE are many occasions on which bad lan is quite 


excusable. One of them is when, having asked your rich uncle for 
the loan of a fiver, you gleefully open what you fancy is his reply. 
and discover it’s only a draper's “Spring Sale” circular, that will 
tempt the missus into blueing the only two quid you've got left in 
the world. *\° 


Connoisseur, Have a glass of port, Mr. Bullion? How do you 
like that? It is genuine '32. . 
Mr, Bullion, Is that all you pay? Why, I ain't got 9 drop in 
the ‘ouse under sixty shillings. » « 
s 


GUDHUSBAND's words: “In old times, I 
When my wife became hysterical, 
Would whatsoe'er she wanted buy, 
Though I did it by a miracle. 
But now I never care one bit 
When my wife becomes hysterical ; 
For I've learned that every sobbing fit 
Is cunningly chimerical !"” 
ss 


s 
EVERYTHING can lay claim to superiority in one particulr. 
You heaps the humble jackass, but where is the humgn beins 
who could calmly sit down on one thistle bush and enjoy a lunch 
off the next nigh by. ee 
s 


First Pretty Thing. 1 wonder why it is that nowadays men sec 
to prefer to marry a woman with a ] t? 4 
Second Pretty Thing. Most likely, dear, because the wretches 
think that living ina glass house herself she won't be able to throw 
stones at them. Aes 
s 


I's a wise child that can tell the difference between the crack- 
ling of a fire that's just lit or the sound of the kissing of the slaves 
by its eldest brother, 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
Or, The Mysteries of the City- 
ASTOUNDING REVELATIONS OF SECRET SOCIETIES, Etc. 
Appearing Weekly in 


LARES! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 
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Saturday, March 23, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AND ARTHUR ROBERTS. 


On the 17th of September, 1883, at the Avenue Theatre, in an 
operatic burlesque called Za Vie, Arthur Roberts burst upon the 
play-going public—a revela- 


Many most excellent 
comic actors were then—in 
1883—upon the boards, sev- 
eral of whom since then, alas, 
have died. We had, and have 
now, and may we long have, 
genial Johnnie Toole. We 
had David James, Charles 
Groves and Lal Brough 
Horry Nicholls and Alfred 
Maltby, Edouin, Paulton, 
and, in those days, Charles 
Wyndham, even, was not too 
proud to take purely comic 
parts. But there was some- 
thing al er different to 
anything that had been seen 
upon the stage about Arthur 
Haven th piece in a slight! 

Vhen the n aslightly 
different form,and then called 
Vie Parisienne, was first 
produced, there was a small 
ei of a tiger which might 
ve been seen, passed over 
_ serotten, | cut out 

“a ovaged - was 
slightly amplified ber given 
to Arthur Roberts to touch 
up. Arthur Roberts touched 

it up, and it was the part of 
Emma: Kitty Lortvs. the piece. 

There may be those you 
know who were at the Avenue the first night, and who recollect 
the drawing-room scene where he seers eeeiguerneing ee eres 
and what screams of laughter ech through the house. 

There may among these, too, be some who remember the stony 
aspect of the old, seasoned comedians at the same time on the stage, 
when this unusual—nay, unseemly—joking broke in — the 
subdued merriment hitherto prevailing. Of what avail the pos 
old, dry, crusted humour that caused the harmless smile, but shook 
no sides painfully, and elicited no indecorous guffaw ? 

Here was a man that people who think it ungenteecl and un- 
diyniied edi gees not ne serious in Spores Led bag Sc -_ 
gallery people, who were not so particular, simply lay an 
yelled, The Critical Division were uneasy and undecided. They 
sought each other in the lobbies and at the bars with interrogatory 
expressions of countenance. The opinion generally among the 
critics was, I think, that 
he was tov funny. 
wonder whether any- 
body on the stage had 
nny notion what Arthur 
was ia 8 to do that 
night? y their ex- 
pressions of utter amase- 
ment (the arms of some 
of them — help- 
lessly at their sides) 1 
feel sure they did not. 
At rehearsals it is the 
wont of low comed: 
merchants to keep their 
wheezes up their sleeves 
and produce them only 
atnight. No, they could 
have known nothing. 

And Arthur Roberts 
scored prodigiously, and 
from that time achieved 
triumph after triumph 
until we find him now “ 
on the pinnacle of suc- 
cess as Gentleman Joe, 
the Hansom Cabby. It 
would be im ble to 
imagine a more 
thoroughly amusing 
than the last novelty at 
the Prince of Wales's. 
What Mr. Roberts may do with his part later on ness only 
knows, but as it is it is splittingly funny, and roars of laughter follow 
his jokes, whitest his songs are vociferously applauded. Good songs 
they are, too, I cannot help gecene © verse of one of them, 
which presently, 1 suppose, you will hear wherever you go : 

If want to go and study human natur’, 
‘hy a cabby's life is very hard to beat, 
For re li in an open-air theayter, 
"re vin’ of sour ‘snsens in the street ; 
And I think as I could funny 

If 1 took the time and trouble for to blab, 

Of the many sorts of fares as I've studied unawares 

A-driviu’ of my ‘ansom cab ! 

In my ‘ansom! In my ‘ansom ! 

O, it’s no affair of mine to go an’ blab ; 
But I've seen some funny sights, 
Mornin’s, afternoons night, 

A-drivin’ in my ‘ansom cab!" 


Lal Me alg Mr. Roberts Crags yon mae audertan mae is 
provided with a good e has go ether a ca) com- 
pany, and provided all with something scent Miss Aida Jenoure 
as Mrs. Ralli- 
Carr is capi- 
tal. Miss Kitty 


Gentleman Joe: ARTHUR ROBERTS. 


song, “ Long, long 
ago,” is mosteffec- 
tive. Miss Sadie 
Jerome's song 
about “Potts 

catches on in- 


Philp is a very 
charming singer, 
and one, I think, 
— with a bright fu- 
ture before him. 
Mr. W.H. Denny, 
Mr. Eric Thorne, 
and Mr. E.H. Kel- 
ly are all, too, well 
in the picture. 
\ Margate sands, in 
the second act, is 
simply immense, 
and one ofthe hap- 
piest of happy 
Saviz JEROME. thoughts was to 
get the real live 

“Uncle Bones" from Margate tonppearinthe scene. Who does not 
know Uncle Bones? And who, who knows him, does not love him? 
Ile brought back to my mind blue skies, sunshine, and the wash of 
the waves, The first glimpse of him right away cured my influenza. 


Miss Potts: Mrs, Ralli-Carr: 


AIDA JENOUKE, 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's ae MADE FROM THE PRE- 


A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. 


10 Manor Park, Redland Road, Bristol, 
January 19th, 1895. 

DEAR Sirs,—Many thanks for box of PIL.s received. 
Tam not a believer in medicines asa rule, but not feeling 
well at the time the PILLs arrived, I was tempted to try 
them—the result was that I benefited greatly by taking 
them. I have sworn by them ever since, and have dosed 
several persons with them, the result being goud in each 
case. Tama Professional Nurse, and for me to recommend 
your PILLS means greut things with the public, as I have 
been hitherto a non-believer of medicine in any form. I 
shall continue to recommend them in my tratels. 


Yours very faithfully, (MISS) E. EVERITT. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


8 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


For the sole benefit of his bereaved widow and family of little 
children, the originals of the drawings of the late Mr. Gordon 
Fraser, which ap week by week on the last page of the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY” for so many years, are for sale, There was 
something positively tragic in poor I'raser’s end. During the 
recent frost he was skating one afternoon, with his wife, on a 
river near his house in Huntingdon. Getting dark she decided to 
go home, her husband promising to follow later on. The hours 
passed, but the bread-winner never returned, and it was found 
afterwards that in the dark he must have skated into a hole in the 
ice. Although he had done a lot of work in his time the calls 
upon his pocket prevented him putting anything by, and the wife 
and young children are left practically destitute. We are offering 
the originals of his drawings at ten shillings each, and on receipt 
of that amount a single drawing will be sent to any ad care- 
fully packed. The entire sum resulting from the sales will be 
handed to the widow, Mrs. Gordon Fraser. 


SLOPER’S FASHION NOTES. 
RELIABLE AND GENUINE: CHANGE ALL BaD Nots! 


THE fashionable hour for weddings, during the coming season, 
is going to six o'clock in the morning. This chan 
has been brought about in order to give the bride's ions 
relations time to have a good cry over and say good-bye properly 
before the last train leaves for Brighton—a town so favoured in 
the matter of honeymoons. 

Talking of honeymoons, brides of ‘95 will be doing the right 
thing when travelling by trying to louk as though they weren't 
newly married. Thisis done by the bride undertaking the bullying 
of porters and the lugging about of luggage whilst the bridegroom 
goes and has a drink. . 

The girls most likely to “go off” (matrimonially) this v4 card 
will be those who have got plenty of “oof.” Plenty of “oof” in 
their pockets, that is—it don't count when they've only got it in 


eir . 

Another thing that some of them might have with advantage is 
n little common politeness. SLOPER saw a Fleet Street man give 
his place up toa girl in a Highgate tram the other night, having 
to stand up himself, and no sooner had she sat down than she put 
up her umbrella to keep his breath off ! 

Tactful women, and particularly those who desire to put down 
“envy, hatred, malice,” etc. are going in for elaborately em- 
broidered tails to their Spring coats. Of course it's easily seen 
through—they want to have nice things said about ‘em when their 
backs are turned 


A SEASONABLE PENANCE. 


It was because he loved her with a boundless and benutiful love 
and doted on her every look that he noticed her becoming paler 
day after day. A careless swain, or one whv habitually toyed with 
the nectar that is red in the cup, and didn’t feel absolutely certain 
about trusting his evesight, might never have noticed it. And he 
said, “ Alice, dear, I'm pained to notice that you have no colour, 
that the blush roses have faded from your delightful cheeks. What 
is the cause of it?” 

“Why, don't you know it’s Lent?” 

“Certainly I do; but in these enlightened times we should not 
fast to the detriment of health. You are n tall and growing girl 
and need more nourishment than is to be obtained from a six 
weeks’ diet of beastly salt fish——” 

“You goose! whatever are you talking about?" 

“The paleness of your cheeks, my darling, caused by your absten- 
tion from tlesh foods.” 

“Why, you old duffer, I don't abstain from flesh—anyway, [ had 
a twelve-ounce chump chop and two pork sausages for lunch ;— 
but I maintain that it would be wrong to keep up false pretences 
during this holy season, so I've given up my little pocket-puff and 
dab ot rauge—iny cheeks'll be rosy enough when you take me to 
the Palace on Easter Monday, you bet!” 


91 
OUR VICTIM. 


—— 


TUE old gentleman was literally bursting with indignation— 
with rage. “Con—confound your impertinence, sir,” he stammered, 
“How—how dare 
you make love to 
my daughter ; how 
dare you come here 
and ask me to— 
to let you marry, |! 
her? It's like your ©’ |’ 
d—d impudence, 
an idle, lazy 
empty -headed 
young fop who 
never did an 
honest day's work 
in his life. and 
never tried to. My 
daughter, indeed! 
My money, you 
mean, you con- 
founded young 
jackanapes, Get 
out of this house, 
sir; get out of it 
at once, and never 
dare, never dare, I 
sny, to show your 
monkey face here 
again, or—his blas- 
phemy was really 
awful—I'll give you in custody. Away at once, I say, or, or, or——" 

It is no use arguing with a man who behaves like this. Edith 
had warned me that her father was likely to prove dificult, but 1 
had never bargained fora display of this sort, and I felt that no 
good could come of poem ae the'interview. The old gentleman 
might have a fit of apoplexy, or commence to throw things. I 
didn't care two pins about the former, but I have always 
a strong aversion to exposing my own person to violence of any 
description. I made as dignitied an exit therefore as was possible 
under the circumstances, and went home to think out what could 

done. * * e e e 

“There's only one pas I can think of,” said my chum Arthur, 
as we sat that night in my rooms discussing the situation, “ you 
must work on the old boy's gratitude.” 

“ His gratitude?” 

“Yes, you must do him a signal service—return good for evil, 
heap coals of fire on his head, and all that, you know. Result— 
old gentleman relents, takes you to his bosom, hands over the 
girl and her fortune, bless you my children, tableau—see!” 

“Can't say I do.” I responded, “the idea's all right, but how's it 
to be worked out /” 

“ Like this,” rejoined Arthur, taking a huge gulp of his whisky- 
and-soda, “ like this. Like the true pal that lam [ shall » no 
—* isguise 
myself as a very 
ferocious - ° 


A dignified exit, 


ing: f 

shall lie in wait 
for the old gen- 
tleman as he 


bludgeon. His 
eran will reach 


“You're a brick!" 

hand—vwill take 

place between us. 1 decamp vanquished and wounded ; old chap 

recognises his preserver, you see him home, and, hey presto! 
the girl is yours.” 

“ Arthur, you're a brick!” I cried, delightedly. “We'll do it.” 
And we did: ° ° * r) ° 

Arthur's disguise was pak: he was the hulking footpad to 
the life, and I could picture him, bludgeon in hand, standing 
over our victim. Footsteps at last ; yes, there he was, and with a 
muttered “ Now for it,” Arthur darted after the old gentleman's 
retreating figure. They turned the corner of the lane, and 1 waited 
breathlessly for the signal. It came at last; the sounds of a 
struggle, blows, oaths, followed rapidly by loud shouts for help. 
Now was my time. With the thought that Arthur was perhaps 
giving it to the old fellow too hot I darted to the rescue, A pros- 
trate figure lay groaning on the ground, whence a stinging left- 
hander ust landed him, “Steady, Arthur, old chap,” I whis- 
pered, “ we don’t want to kill the old fool.” 

He turned quickly and faced me. Great Corbett! it wasn't 
Arthur—it was the old gentleman! 

“What, another!” he cried, and the next instant — smash! 
smash! whack! and three scientific stingers sent me staggering. 
Maddened and half-blinded 1 rushed upon him, but after two 
minutes’ awful 
punishment, a 
sledge - hammer 
blow sent me 
like a log to 
join my pal in 
the road, where, 
with a bleeding 
and frightfully 
mutilated face, 1 
lay dazed and 
gasping for 


mercy. 
The old ‘ates 
tleman calmly 
adjusted his 
slightly dis- 
ordered attire 
and smiled 


Yj 


1 yp ty Uy 
rimly.“‘I think iy’, Yy UM" 
T ms through Y 7 Mf he 
this pretty litt! j Yyy Yh 
eam), 30/) /l 
said ; “ but per- by = 


mit me to sug- UY i fi 
gest, when you Wf 
next play the 
amateur foot- 
pad, that you 
select small 
boy ora feeble 
old leg fora victim. I’m bit out of condition, I know, but old as 
I am I've not quite forgotten a few things I learnt as the nnateur 
middle-weight. Good night, young gentlemen! and any time 
you want a little more fun of this sort, Just drop me a line.” 


Standing over our victim. 
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SIGNS OF AN EARLY SPRING. 


Cet toe Te ee Se een ee ee this 


wretched town 
“What do ye think the old mug offered me?” “A Boy (at safe distance). Fust to right and second to yer left (with “And don't forget to bring home from the Stores two 
, “ orser than that, scrub phasis )—barber’ xt door, scrubbing brushes, four pounds of soft soap, two wash leathers, 
ay = sot = a ae! "Great [rons "heron there, Chestio, seven pounds of soda, ete.” 
.® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—J. T. BROWN. 


Oo her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


and Man's shoulder at the 
same time, “ sand miles in a week is rather a large horder, ain't it, 
sir?” said the devil. “What do you mean, sir?” cried A. SLOPER. “ You: forget 
that I was last week in Russia, interviewing General Gourko, and that nothing is 
easier than to make a short cut from there to Melbourne. Shut off that smile, and 
Fe aes noel ceaety ous enereens “ Yesrir,” said the devil, who saw his way toa 
half-holiday. “Hi! where are you going?” “'Ome, sir." ——(1) A. SLOPER rose 


from his chair, took the devil by the scruff, and stuck him up in the farthest corner 
waa hla writing. A. SLOPEN bas just returned from Australia sfterwitneming the great d boy. Tf got Yisee 
a q SLOPER rom the great '’ ‘got t'intervoo at t’banquet, an’ I shtart f' Barrershe t'-morrow.” 
tO. O60 iss Constance Lo ze and final match between his friend Stoddart's eleven and the Australian team,ending (“Thank heaven!” from Brown, ‘from within.) “Ope’ door!” Then A. SLorEn 


“Vain is the love I cherish in my breast." —The Dook Snook. 
“That I may win her is my only hope.” —Lord Bob, 
“For I would live for ever in her smile.” —The Hon. Billy. 


q 
/ 
/ 
f 


Ce Old ¢ 
5 = st - == = —— Scotlanc 
As the Elder was washed out of his little home (2) McWabster said, “I canna allow that sacril: backslider (3) And the Elder gently murmurei, “It's a thi fine fresh weathe! 
the other day by a sudden thaw from the hills, interfere wi' the hame comforts o' the puir salmon.” withoot sone o° his necbors fillin’ thelr shtom boar uae oe ence notte 


Irreve 
heard on 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, how hy dar all by this time, eh? bat roaey over the Influenza at last, I hope; that’s Some storms of rain before the race, Of course produced a lessened pace :—Yee, this a intment 
right, so am I, but despite my temporary indisposition I’ve not neglected to prepare my usual tasty would be found, To give unfeigned delight all round :—The four three-quarters, it ist ht, Did 
display for you. Walk up, please; you om to know your way by this time. There! Now for perdiy of the good they ought :—Of Africa he gives us news, In lectures with dissolving views :— 
soll ing to make you sit up again. To business :—7he viral crews are hard at work, And These bt had i 


Meco a you ace, no doubt, Have aver blow out.—There, that’s all I can do for 
pa: PERIAN SHOWMAN. 2°! = 


vractise never seem to shirk :—A Chinese humorist, indeed, Alas! his plan did not succeed:— you, Ta, ta!— SLO. AN AN, 


THE “FLUE!” 


Mrs, Milldoo, Ab! an’ when the doctor says—“Oh!" he says, 
“we'll soon ‘ave — again"’—you could ‘a’ knocked me down 
) 


Mrs, Krowe. Poor dear. An' you'd ordered everythink—plumes, 
an’ mutes, an’ everythink. isighe) 


1 AND TOMMY. 


Sean fy gong! nay ba dinna aa gan all in ed = 
Scotland, but “ goff,” “ Gog’! "—there's nae “2” ye . Mamma, Ni t off until to-morro' z 

Irreverent Young Party. No“1" im it? Great eot! you've never Ob, yes, miss I know the fecling well ; it's just as though your head hed been taken off and put iho ‘thes Sa tae bare la lmamren’s Seseeee coaagee phone 
heard our old guv'nor play it. on again bind-part before, (Sot te mmma. 
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So we are going to reach the North Pole after all. And by the 
instrementall 


ty of what, do you think?) Why,a balloon, above all 
things. Two gen- 
tlemen, renowned 
in the scientific 
world, have de- 
cided to make the 
attempt as soon as 
possible, Well, A. 
SLOPER wishes 
them luck, at the 
same time recoin- 
mending them to 
take with them a 
liberal supply of 
“ Unsweetened.” 
The Arctic regions, 
to say the least, 
are slightly chilly, 
and there is 
nothing more cal- 
culat to warm 
the cockles of 
one’s heart than a 
good stiffish glass 
of the Eminent's 
favourite bever- 


ange. *,° 


THERE is no 
question as to the 
right man to suc- 
ceed to the impor- 
tant office of 
Speaker after the retirement of Mr. Peel. A. SLOPER, with his 
known _impartialit pon all political matters, barring, perhaps, 
the “ Unsweetened’ Duty question, is, undoubtedly, the man for 
the position. *,* 


TowARDs the latter end of last week the front of the Royal 
Aquarium resembled the royal palace of Versailles after the siege of 
Paris more than anything else. The streets in the neighbour 
were literally chock full of old boots, flat irons, etc. This result 
was probably due to the Cat Show which has recently been 
held at this establishment. *.° 


THE management of the Avenue have, after repeated efforts, at 
last managed to secure a play far above the average for their 
theatre. Dandy Dick Whittington contains all the elements 
which go towards making a big success, and we shall be surprised 
if before long the piece does not become the talk of the metropolis. 

ss 
s 

THE death of M. Worth last week, at Paris, deprives us of a 
monarch who has long ruled supreme in the world of fashion. The 
artistic triumphs of the great 
man milliner have 
the person of every important 
queen and princess in the 
world, with thesoleexception 
of our own sovereign; and 
from his mind emanated all 
the many changes of feminine 
attire for almost half o 
century. But “Ze Roi est 
mort! Vive le Roi!" The 
King of Fashion has 
away, but the dynasty has 
been established, and 
Worth I], mounts the throne 
which his father virtually 


nbdicated years ago, and 
under his ns the glorious 
tradition of the house will be 
continued, ee 
s 

THE Moss-Grown Structure 
has this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 


POLICE -CONSTABLE 


should be. 
‘eared of that copper's 
bravery, he rescued no less 
than three lives from certain destruction at the Me fire at Swansea, 
and all at the risk of his own. All 1 can say is if ’e don't git pro- 


motion 'e oughter.” And for once in a way the Eminent no. 


exception to his salah remarks; and the two subsequently 
drained an eye-opener to the gallant constable’s prosperity. 
ses 
s 

ALTHOUGH pressure was brought to bear upon A, SLOPER in 
order to induce him to accept the chairmanship of the L.C.C. he 
felt himself compelled to decline the honour. Even a man of 
greater capability than the Eminent can lay claim to would find 
the London County Council a difficult problem to solve, 


“THE Decline of the Influenza” is the welcome headline in 
many a journal now. There are very few people about who would 
not decline the Influenza if they were allowed a choice in the 
matter, ee 

s 
IF you want to visit a play of the really screamingly funny 
description, take our advice and pay a visit to Toole'’s Theatre at 
é the —— 
: opportunity, 
pi witness a 
y performance 
of the new 
farcical 
comedy, 
Thorough. 
bred. n 
spite of the 
absence, 
coo Hae 
ness, of the 
nial Toole 
imself, the 
play stillcon- 
tinues to at- 
tract and 
charm, and 
we are not at 
all surprised 
to hear that 


; months —_ iu 

_ advance. The 
riece is excellently acted. J. Billington, G. Shelton and Henrietta 
Vatson deserving special words of praise. 


THE Ameer of aerg = intends to have a look at London 
during the height of the Season. He won't stay long, in fact it 
will be A-meer flying visit. Here, gently with that brick, please. 
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Ix spite of the fact that the Eminent was almost tottering from 
influenza, » pressing invitation from the mauagement of the Rosal 
Music Hall possessed sutti- Ps 
cient magnetic influence to ¢ 
drag him from his lair. And 
he is not sorry either that he 
failed to resist the temptation. 
The programme at this cosy 
little hall proved to be as 
palatable as “* Unsweetened ” 
of the very best description, 
and it may be taken for 
granted that A, SLoPER will 
not be long in paying another 
visit. °° 


“Goop old Scotland for 
ever,” shrieked the partizans 
of that country on witnessin 
the victory of their footbal 
favourites at Richmond a 
fortnight ago, and “Good 
old Scotch for ever,” mur- 
mured McGooseley, as he 
freely imbibed in commem- 
oration of the event. 


s 

STILL another fizzle. 
Slavin knocked the Coffee 
Cooler out in 70seconds. We 
shall, doubtless, hear before 
long of the professional prize- 
fighter being knocked out at 
sight of his opponent. If we 
require men of pluck and ‘ 
stamina, we must certainly look for them outside the prize ring. 
s 
IN spite of the fact that the dramatic critics attached to most of 
our daily newspapers xeem to have combined to crush her, Miss 
Hope Booth still continues to veg away at the Royalty Theatre. 
The Press, Lene ar is teo powerful a factor to be over-ridden b 
either pluck or determination, and we are afraid that Miss Boot 
will be compelled to retire into that obscurity from which she 
emerged. *.° 


ALL honour to the heroic undergraduate of Eialg! 4 Hall, who, 
after injuring himself in_a dangerous jump from his burning 
rooms at Trinity Street, Cambridge, anahea up a ladder, clothed 
only in his nightshirt, and battled with the flames in an heroic 
endeavour to save his landlady and her servant. Bravo, Mr. 
Gouldsmith! *.° 


IP any additional argument were wanted in favour of the 
extension of the Wild Birds Protection Act, it has been amply 
supplied by > 
the reports of 
the wholesale 
slaughter 
among the 
feathered tribe 
during the 
recent hard 
weather. Its 
severity drove 
a large number 
of unusual 
winged visi- 
tors from their 
usual haunts, 
with the result 
that every 
Winkle who 
could put 
his hands upon 
a n, forth- 


dead 
driven for the 
nonce within 
range of his 
erratic fire. 
For the enthu- 
siastic naturalist there is some sort of excuse, but for the Cockney 
“ sporteman,” who slaughters for the mere pleasure of killing, there 
is none. The former goes only for rare specimens, the latter biazes 
away at anything from a tomtit to a blackbird. The man who 
wilfully slaughters the starved-out songsters of our fields and 
woodlands es no sort of consi ion whatever. 


s 

THE announcement that the gifted Editor of Larke ! is to be 
the next addition to the journalistic baronetage is incorrect. The 
amusement of the million counts nothing with a Government ; 
party aid only is rewarded with titulay honours. No matter, the 

indly appreciation of his myriad readers is amply sufficient for 
the conductor of the world's very greatest ha’porth. 

ee . 


s 
we learn, is shortly to be made to put a 
within the reach of all who can afford 


AN important attem 
cheap and wholesome c' 
to ek beer, The iene oe 
workmen enjoy vin ordin- - 9 VAR 
aire, it is cai in. w Qi 
give the English ditto a 
chance. With our Custom 
Duties to be we don't 

uite see how this is to be 

one, but we presume the 
peomecens of the scheme 

ave gone into the financial 
aspect of it. We very much 
doubt, however, if the 
British workman will ever 
take kindly to their claret. 
Others will welcome the 
arrival of a good pure wine, 
at a low price, but the 
‘orny-’an one will, we 
question not, stick to the 
more sustaining four.-’arf, 


s 
Mr. H. MOORHEN has 
perpetrated yet another 
medallion, His Gladstone 2 
has been such a gigantic 
success that he hax now 
inflicted upon his friends - 
and admirers the features of 
Salisbury. This latest © 
medallion is, in every way 
equal to his first one, and 
can be obtained from 
Measrs. Mayer and Co., St. 
Andrew Strect, Holborn Circus, for the astounding (under the 
circumstances) small sum of one shilling. 


s 
Ir Charles Coborn continues in the path he has lately been 
traversing he will become quite as well-known in the Law Courts 
as in the music-halls. His “turn,” though, in the Courts does not 
seem so successful as in the Halls. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING March 30TH, 1895, 
fi Senna 


24th March, 1883,—Col. Bell Martin was this day killeg 
Bishopstoke Station in trying to re-enter the train after alighti:" 
for refreshment. ehting 


25th March, 1811.—Tom Moore, the married, at s 
Martin-in-the-Fields, Miss Bessie Dyke, a native of Kilkenny—- 
charming and amiable young actress of considerable ability Theit 
house was at York Place, Queen's Elms, Brompton. The ter... 
was isolated and opposite nursery gardens, Mrs. Moore eaten 
domesticated in her tastes, and much energy of characte: 
tact and sound judgment.” ety 


26th 1699.—Evelyn under this date says: « 4f;, 
au extraordinary storm, there came up the Thames a whale ti{,,, 
six feet long. Such and a larger of the Spout kind was killed the, 4 
forty years ago (June, 1658), That year died Cromwell ” re 


27th March, 1886.—A news r of this date 3 
haggard, unkept man stood one ni zht at the coreer et tne i : 
Pierre Charron a prey to the deepest distress, He said he Ry 
ruined, and his family starving. Suddenly he turned a revoly.. 
towards his breast, fired and fell. His coat being opened his shin 
was found to be deeply dyed with blood, A warm-hearted nent” 
of the crowd undertook to make a collection for the dying mar if 
family, and the police came to convey the suicide to the hospital 
when both he and the collector took to their heels and were seen 
no more.” 


28th March, 1886.— The story of an elopement ; 
day reported from Birmingham, A middle-aged ie baal 
futher of four children, ran away with a married woman, aged 
fifty-two, the mother of eight. 


29th March, 1836.—Raikes under this date states that after 
Fieschi's attempt on the life of Louis-Philippe, the King had al] 
his carriages lined with plates of cast iron. 


30th March, 1863.—Charles Harcourt this da 
first London appearance as Robert Audley, in 
Scoret, at the St. James's. He met his death 
at the Haymarket, by falling down an open sce 


oo 


QUITE ANOTHER STORY. 

THE gallant young 
By Coborn sung 

Showed many a genuine token 
Of bliss and joy 
Without path 

When he found the bank was broken. 
But we, whoze hoard 
In bank is stored— 

What words by us are spoken 
Of dreadful, dire, 
Demoniac ire, 

When we find our bank is broken ! 


—+—— 


CALLED TO THE BAR. 


ro 
y ley's 
during a rehearsal 
aedeck. 


THaT brilliant, if somewhat ingenuous, young barrister, Mr. | 


Alfred Davitt, ought never to have turned up the High Courts as 
he did, even though briefs were few and far between. For the 
litigants therein are of quite a different class to those met with in 
the dock or witness-box of a police-court, and the business gener. 
ally is ucted on a more cream-laid and gilt-edged principle. 
But he would doit. Rather than eke out a refined, though rather 
trying, existence of an occasional brief and dejeunere of sausage 
rolls, or restaurant counter pork-pie, he one day threw it all up- 
the life of genteel martyrdom, not the pork-pie—and went down to 
Bow Street Police-station to look for a brief. 

As luck would have it, he got a job at once. A pottering little 
moneylender was up to answer a charge of illegally distraining 
upon and holt fe gd certain articles of household furnitur, 
the property of Mrs. Bridget Mulcahy O'Connell Muldoon, dealer 
in oranges; and Davitt was retained by the Shylock to cros- 
examine the old girl. 

It was a regular eye-opener to the officials of the court to note 
the polite and kid-gloved style in which Alfred opened his case. 
He was as suave as a new curate at a tea-fight, and he started his 
client's case in a variety of polished platitudes, Then Mrs. B. i. 
O'C. Muldoon was called. 

“Now, madam——” Alfred began. 

. Och, * madam’ be shugared!" roared the old beldame, “ what 


e—- 

“ Really, really, really !” cried the civil little barrister, “I mut 
request you, Mra. Muldoon, to reserve your vulgar expletives for 
the edification of the distinguished company with which you are 
accustomed to associate. I am sure the refined ears of his 
worship——” . 

“Och, dhry up, if miserable little weak, pulin’ thing, ye—a bit of 
amonkey's baiby like yew to ahapire to tahlk wid Bridget Mulcabs 
O'Connell Muldoon—hurroo! I could whale tin little min like se 
if I'd had me lunch beer—by the pow ye don't know beaus 
phwhen yer head's in the bag—tak’ that!" : 

Her boot came flying across the court and struck the polished 
little pleader flush wu the nasal organ. Mr. Davitt hurriedly 
threw up his brief and retired. 

——— 


HALF-PAST MIDNIGHT. 

Ir is 12.30 p.m. ina desolate, dark and o’ershadowed London 
square. Supported by a lamp-post, the glimmering jet in the 
lantern of which only suffices to throw gruesome and bobbiv; 
shadows of the t itself across the roadway — supported, “« 
tbs rests this cold iron port stands young Mr. Whooperup. | 

r. Whooperup, though dazed and sleepy, seems in no particul:r 
hurry to continue his journey. Now and then he shudders as tie 
essays to replace the “nade” bow of his dress tie, which has sour: 
how or other got up under his left ear, and fails ly, also he 
from time to time extends his disengaged arm as though he would 
clutch some invisible object. 


The dull, measured tread peculiar to the constables of the Metro fF 
volitan Police is heard, and in a minute or two P.C, 2749 appeu* j 


He recognises the reveller. 
“G evenin’, sir—you're a bit late to-night?” 
“Wha'thedev’ does tha'marr?” 
“Oh, notnink, sir. You seem a bit ill, thoug’ ise 
“It's bloom'ntluenza! Evvryboyysgottit!' 
“Symptoms painful, sir!” 
u No'abit ! On’ymakeufellers balligiddi !” 


“1 sureyou, cunsbel, thisequare’sall goin'roun’ !” 

te it really, sir? Well, shall I wk round as far as your door 
with you?” A 
“Qh, no, no'tall. That siderthesquar'll be roun’ inaminit—thet 
I sh'll pop in!” 

Then the worthy slop, having first taken all the loose chavs? 
out of young Mr. Whooperup’s ticket-pocket for safety—lest #0" 
unscrupulous person coming that way should take advantage 
his condition to relieve him of it—turned his lantern down ! 


freas and passed on. 
—_——_e—_—___— 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
089 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Saturday, March 23, 1896. | 
‘A VIOLENCE TO VESTRYMEN. 


E 
Vestry having decided to do away with the 
concerned with the sittings, several Vestrymen 


dat 
ing VEsTRYMAX (over- 
whelmed with 
St. emotion). 
8 So, Hingland's the 
eit of thefree, 
ee is it? 
nid 7 Oquite so,1 don't 
ste think, O yus ! 
where it's 
fter blissful to be, 
liy. is it? 
Vere Then why this 
attack upon 
ty Us? 
Rue Stopping each 
was estryman's 
ver perkisit— 
hint Bankwets, best 
bis peace and 
. cigars— 
rey That's a nice 


for to work, 
it? 


Causin’ of Jangiles and Jars! 
So a nice thing indeed, Is this I now read— 
Surely a Westryman's worthy his feed ! 


eed How is a Westry to work at all, 

Minus best banquets and wines? 
ter When does a Westryman shirk at all 
all Duty, when grandly he dines? 


But now that officials pap pain us 
Food, fizz, and prime cigars free, 
Common-sense ups and she nudges us 
Saying, “ Don't serve the B.P.! 
Your wisdom why use, On coves with such views? 
Surely a Westryman’s worthy his booze!” 


MR. LUCAS’S DIVORCE. 
“ Yes, there's nothing else to be done,” said Mr. Lucas, decidedly, 
nothing at all, id dear ; we must have a divorce.” 
“A divorce? Oh, Maurice!" 
“Don't be alarmed, my love,” rejoined her husband, “it can all 
> arran, very comfortably, but the state of affairs is simply 
is. Things are getting too dull at the theatre. You're a very 
tty woman, and I'm a very clever manager, and the public's 
n very tairly indulgent to us both fora very long time. But 
pwever unflattering to our vanity it may be, 1 am forced to the 
clusion that we're beginning to pall a little. The public wants 
pvelty, it wants realism and the sensational, and if we're to keep 
r names before it, ny pet, we shall have to pander to this taste. 
w a divorce would just do the trick nicely. Just think of the 


e ads, in all the papers, absolutely free. “Great Theatrical 
if vorce Case” —*Sensational Evidence”—“ Remarkable Dis- 
ar, psures,” and 
te that. Splen- 


— d;"” 
d Mr. Lucas 
bbed his 
nds in glee- 
antici mn. 


ne But the fair 
bp ner of his 
ato ys and sor- 


Him,” he muttered, “that will necessitate some discussion. I 
ve it, though,” he cried n moment later. “1 will be the respon- 
t, you shall be the deeply-injured wife; I'll be the ruftianl 
sband who knocks you about and all that. It's easily managed, 
o. Put the case in the hands of a Private Inquiry Agent, and 
imagination will supply all the facts and swear to ‘em after- 
tds. Soon as the decree nisi is pronounced we'll paragraph the 
pers about ‘Romantic Reconciliation; Strange Sequel to 
eatrical Diverce.’ jThen we'll get married, put upa new show, and 
ite the public to feast their eyes upon the re-united pair.” 

* «e 


e * ° e 
Ht was all over. The “Great Theatrical Divorce” was finished, 
the injured wife had won her case. Half-an-hour after the 
ict Mr. and Mrs. Lucas, husband and wife no longer, sat down 
pether to a very nice little lunch in a private room at the Café 
bval, Mr. Lucas was in the highest spirits, and when the waiter 
brought in the coffee and liqueurs and discreetly vanished, he 
w himself back in his chair and fairly roared with laughter. 
And now, dear,” he asked presently, “about our—ha, ha !—our 
ding ; when is it to be?” 
Never,” said his companion, briefly. 
Never! Why, what the—what the deuce do you mean?” 
Simply this,” rejoined Mra. Lucas, calmly, “that having once 
en fortunate enough to get rid of you, I’m not such a fool as to 
Ty you again, and— 
And what, madam 7?" 
I'm going to wed Mr, Williams of the Skippity, as soon as the 
ree is absolute. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 28.—THE OLD BELL GIRL. 


Ir _ 1 thought he'd not be cross, 
I would tackle in a trice 

The above-named hostel’s boss 
With some sound and good 


advice. 
I would wink him three loud 


winks, 
And would whisper: “I 
advise you 
Not to sell such perfect drinks 
To the gents who patronise 
you!" 


But that Boniface indignant, 
If a sai thus, might 
ell: 
i. Say, what mean these words 


i ( malignant ? 
\\ i] Do ‘Ae think that I would 
se 
Any cheap-and-nasty tipple 
: Unto any British gent Pn 
Then my face with smiles would ripple 
As I mentioned what I meant. 


“Sir, your drinks are choice and dainty, 
But you've got so sweet a belle 

That you'd win you wealth in plenty 
If the worst of booze you'd sell! 

If that maiden for our ¢ ner, 
Gave us hogwash, I'll lay odds 

That 'twould seem, unto our thinking, 

Like the nectar of the gods!!" 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— fee 


St. GzorcE’s BARRACKS, March 7th, 1895. 
My Dear een beg to acknowledge the receipt of the 
“ Award of Merit.” I shall always sign my name “ F.O.S.,” and 
shall place the Certificate in the Sergeants’ Mess, also take it 
wherever I at home and abroad ; and, I may say, I am proud 

to be a friend of yours. I remain, yours, etc., 
GeorGcE ELuisoy, F.O.S. 
(Sergeant M.S. Corps, Champion Reeruiter of the British Army.) 


— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 23.—PoLONIUS ANTONIO SLOPER, 
Born, 1489. Dicd from chilblains, 1560. 

Durine the five years Roderick Rudolpho had been committing 
deeds of blood upon the high seas, thi: had fared badly indeed 
with his family at home. A huge fine been demanded by the 
Government, in compensation for the misdeeds of Ra nd 
Rehenzi, the deny of which made it utterly impossible for the 
brothers to keep up the Castle in anything like style. Little 
diffic was experienced, however, in finding a tenant, and the 
grand old estate was let, furnished, on a seven years’ lease, to an 
opulent pill purveyor, who guaranteed to keep the place in order, 
and become responsible for the many historical heirlooms. The 
brothers separated, and Polonius Antonio, the elder, eked out a 

recarious existence, upon his wits, in the metropolis, and had 
begun to entertain the terrible fear that he might be soon coin- 
pelled to di his noble name by descending to vul 
when the news of the capture of Roderick Rehenzi reach 
He alone, of all the members of the family, visited the condemned 
pirate in his cell, an act of charity, w' ich the bold buccaneer 
rewarded with the valuable information as to where he had 
concealed his hoard of booty. 

Staying only to sce his hapless relative safely turned off, Polonius 
Antonio pushed hastily for the one, were obtaining a suitable 
vessel, he sailed within the week for the lovely island wherein his 
brother had secreted his ill-gotten gains. 

Polonius Antonio had, however, none of that love of the ocean 
wave which had characterised his ill-fated brother. He spent the 
entire outward voyage groaning in his berth, and was so utterly 
prostrated upon his arrival that he fell an easy capture to a native 
tribe who, unknown to the late Roderick Rehenzi, inhabited the 
isla; The crew were promptly transformed into savoury stews 
and cutlets by the re but the queen, captivated by the grace 
and noble bearing of Polonius Antonio, s his life, and bestowed 
her dusky and sparsely-clad person on him in matrimony. 

For two years Polonius Antonio ruled the little kingdom, but 
tiring at the end of that time of his coffee-co bride he 

ved upon escape. He had long since discovered the pirate 
h and packing the whole valuable bullion and jewels into one 
of his ship's boate, he put off one night from the island and fell in 
before morning with 2 homeward bound barque. 

The rest of this, for a Sloper, singularly uneventful history, is 
soon told. Society received Polonius Antonio with open arins. 
With the vast wealth at his disposal he paid off the fine, cleared 
td aapercord tenant, rebuilt _ age wing, _ peer pen the 

ur wu a previously unsu scale of magni- 
Soones. His nw inl with the daughter pl pee of the noblest and 
greatest houses in the jowsee were celebrated with great pomp, 
and he lived to a ripe old age, courted and honoured by all. Few 
of his name but had died a violent death, but Polonius Antonio 
passed peacefully away leaving a large family to dispute his 


possessions. 
(To be continued next week.) 
eal 


THE LAST STRAW. ° 
FREEZILY, freezily, freezily, 
The march of Jack Frost began ‘ 
And the wind that has blown most breezily 
Since the birth of the oldest man 


r work, 
is ears, 


Couldn't search you one half so severely, 

Couldn't nip you one half so austerely, 

As the chillness which slaughtered me nearly 
While Jack Frost through creation ran. 


Freezily, freezily, freezily, 
My blood through my veins careered, 
And I sneezed and I spluttered wheezily ; 
And the icicles off my beard 
I wiped, as I went to the station. 
And with violent vituperation, 
With fretful and fierce fulmination, 
At the freaks of Jack Frost I sneered ! 


Freesily, freezily, freezily, 

In the railway-train shook my knees, 
And I gazed on the gent uneasily 

Who was sitting there, quite at ease, 
But anon I yj a bellow, 
And—as mad as a modern Othello— 
1 killed that incongruous fellow 

Who was di in a coat of FRIEZE! ! 

ees 


TICKETS, PLEASE! 

THE last tram rolled slowly along that indifferently-illuminated, 
but in other respects fertile and beautiful stretch of country dear 
to the natives as Battersea Rond. Many of the passengers 
by that tram slept—not the heavy, snore-accompanied sleep of the 
just, but the time-economising doze that goes so far to lighten the 
eight hours rest between the sheets. 

n the top left corner, with rejuvenated billycock nestling just 
below the paraffin odorous Jantern box, slumbered a middle-a 
man. He was rery tired. He had been orating to the Vauxhall 
Sona of Toil, and subsequently liquoring-up with them. He hada 
breath on him that smelt like » grocer’s shop ut Christmas, or a 
mince-pie foundry working overtime. The low rumble ot the 
rolling wheels and the occasional clink of the bell seemed to act 
asa lullaby to him, and it seemed nothing short of a shame that 
an officious ticket-inspector should be allowed to jump on and 
disturb such a ees of panes and contentment. But, hard by 
the mish ilent tory, up e got. 

“ All tickets, please.’ . 

The slumbering one pulled himself together slightly, and fumbled 
in his trousers pockets. Not there. Into those o his waistcoat 
he went next, and presently geen a piece of cardboard, 

“There y'are, ye bounder!" he exclaimed, wagrectvenly as ho 
thrust the ticket into the inspector's paw. “If 1 gits in for the 
Cahnty Cahncil next ‘lection I'll give each o’ you blighters that 
distur . oe when they're dozin’ three bloomin’ months 
with ‘ard!” 

The inspector gazed for an instant at the ticket and then said 
with a sort of sad smile: Z 

“Well, 1 hope you'll get in, guv‘nor.” 

“Oh, yer do, do yer?” 

“Yes, 1 do. Because I've rl been given to understand that 
the pickings which they councillors gets is pretty considerable, 
and out o’ your share you might feel inclined to go to yer ‘uncle's 
and redeem the missis’s red-flannel petticut and three flat-irons 
which this ticket refers to, pledged on——” 

The ‘embryo councillor snatched the ticket back, and the in- 
spector, with a great grin like a crack in the earth, passed outside. 

——— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE History of Human Teeth : Dent-'ist'ry. 

LiGuT in Darkness: Short weight in coals, 

Wuat odd number becomes eren by decapitation ?1—Seven. 

“On, what a difference in the mourning ! "—A widow putting it 
off when her husband is three weeks dead, 
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AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 1 


CHAPTER IIL. { 


Mr. AND Mrs. MORTON were tooked on as a wonderfully well. | 
matched couple on the Continent. There was much to sce that ' 
neither had seen be- | 
fore, there was { 
enough money to see 
it in comfort without 
havin 

too 
The in- 
terest which had ac- 


death of the roman- ° 
tic Scotch aunt was 
ie | sufficient to 
afford an admirable 
holiday and to fur- 
nish a nice sect of 
rooms in London, 
and when the happy 

ir took uP domes- 
ic life in the great 
city it was with every 
ware prompect 
ur a good time. 

On the Continent 
the constant change 
of scene had recon- 
ciled each to the 
other's rear pr 
presence, an ey zy 
reached home ina ~ 
wonderful state of 
content, but it was 
a content which was On the Continent. : 
ar - last gh om 

course, there were as many opportunities of enjoyment in 
London as they had had on the Continent. It is ay hospitable 
land, Britain, and the native dearly loves to entertain and make | 
much of anyone who happens to have a respectable income. The | 
Morton's had that and enjoyed the reputation of a a | 
me ndefin 


of more than aged really There was a sweet teness at 
that particular time in regard to silver mine shares. Then they 
might be valued at fabulous sums. Now—ah, now it is cifferent, 
perhaps. Vi 
The reputation for wealth and the additional circumstance that ) 
they. were newly-married was all in favour of their being taken to 
the of a section of British society, and so invitations were | 
poured upon them. To these they went, and so far had established | \ 
& reputation for being a reasonably-united and not offensively - 1 
loving couple. Neither could be said to be much in love with the 
life they led, but it was ised as being possibly an improve- 
ye on eee to — ot es. 
“Mrs. Fletcher's ‘at home’ takes -MOrro rnoon,” 
said Mrs. Morton one afternoon. ® ss —. * 
“Ah!” said John Morton, with an air of indifference. 
i. Yea; you will come, of course,” continued the lady. 
*I—I have some writing to do,” said John Morton. 
“Writing? The 
writing can wait.” 5 
“No, the writin; 
can't wait, pe | 
even if it could 
wait I wouldn't 


too 
“ Fast?” 
tau ener 2, 
smokes c! eR, 
I believe, in com- 
ny with male 
riends—c ulti- 
vates the skirt- 
dance habit, and 
so on. I don't 
ie it,” said John 


orton. 

“Oh! indeed. 
Perhaps you are 
going to lay down 
a new law in re- 
ference to how women should amuse themselves.” 

“I have no intention, but I don't desire that my wife should mix 
with people of that sort.” 

bea aeons your wife is able to look after herself. 

“T hope so.” 


“lL hope 80, too; and, in order to test the matter, I am going to 
Mrs. Fletcher's as often as 1 please. There now, Mr. Morton.” 

“ And I forbid you to do anythiag of the sort—so there now, 
— Morton.” , pee 

ere was no reply, and when Mr. Morton looked up from the 

book in which he iad taken a sudden interest after the last remark, 
he found that Mrs. Morton had left the room; and ten minutes 
later she had left the house and gone to Mrs. Fletcher's. 

From that night husband and wife drifted farther a: than 
ever. Mrs. Morton took her own line of amusement, and Mr. John 
Morton took his, She was in the centre of every gaiety—he fell 
back into many of his bachelor habits, though it cannot be snid he 
enjoyed them. He cursed the Scotch aunt who had conceived and 
executed the absurd uest which had tied him to an uncongenial 
woman, and one whom he hated—— 

“Eh, hated?” he muttered to himself one night. “Do I hate 
her? Of course I hate her!—how can I help hating her? Yet,” 


His bachelor habits. 


he continued, “we were wonderfully content on the Continents 
where we didn’t have a single quarrel. It couldn't last, though. 
I wish things were different. She is at Mrs. Robertson de Smsthe's 
to-night. Egad, I think I'll go tuo!” 

(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. ADDED TO HIS CHARMS 


Maria, Have you given directions, Geur; ar 
this as stent tn a : se, to have 
George ( in the influenza column), Rather ; ordere 
twelve bottles of ammoniated quinine morning. : 


=? 


OY 


\AY a . 
No. 369,LIRUTENANT FRANK WILLARD, F.OS. Oy 7 iW i 


and, had he 

Ethel, Yes, 1 am engaged to Captain Flippant. 
Charles, But he's been divorced three times, 
thet, Yes, 1 know ; that's his chief charm. Divorced men are all the fashion now. 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 2.—THE TIP-CAT-ISTS. 


WY | 
i Ant 


you 
Traveller (blandly). Excuse me, but before you 1) 
that, I'd like to show you our latest line in football voots, 


“Frank Willard is a 
their » he 


Wha kh 


AN Vs 


ay 


an 
i\ 


q> 


rfection __ art, that at any moment they can 


The pleasant youths who devote the whole of their time to tip-cat, and who achieve such 
jerk the cat on to the nose of the innocent passer-by and—then rejo’ 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 
servi 


HE FAILED. 


LISTENERS NEVER HEAR ANY GOOD OF ANYBODY. 
“Don't breathe so hard, Maria, or ‘ow can I hear what they're 
e-sayin’ of ?” 


; 5 Billy must nave been desperate or |v 
Policeman's Wife, T've yellet for you a dozen times, you “Ab, now I know the cause of your chronic state of never would bave had the check. she'll "Ane 
young noe alia is it you never can be found AEN Miss Rose, if Eee gone! Laine i to impecuniosity—it's drink.” “Is it? Then,as you have refused two earls and a viscount only thi ENE 
when wanted, e ome a vegetarian, Think huw good it is for the discovered the cause, help me to —_ ; , his usu eee S 
Youny Copperstick. Bo-o0-000 ! p’r'aps I takes arter father. complexion.” poison.” ee. get rid of it—name your Baten oa boor Billy came in for wast 
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